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couldn't travel without money, and that Mirbel was given practic-
ally nothing by his family.

"He was always complaining of that. .. you can't have for-
gotten, sir?'*

The abbe* went on picking red-hot embers from the fire as though
he had not heard my question. We stood there waiting, while he,
obviously frightened of being interrogated, hoped that we would
go. Michele brought no pressure to bear on him. She gave one last
look round the dirty, untidy room, and then slowly went down-
stairs, her hand touching the rail on which Jean's must so often have
rested. The paper on the wall showed damp patches, the very tiles
of the hall floor were wet.

"Please," said the Cure, "write to me as soon as you hear any-
thing, and I will do the same,"

"I'm not asking you the name of the person he went away with,"
said Michele suddenly. (I heard later that she had picked up from
Saintis the rumours that were going around about Hortense Voyod
and the odd young fellow who was living up at Monsieur Calou's.)
"Though it's not hard to guess," she added with a laugh.

I remember that laugh very clearly. The Cure had opened the
front-door, and the mist had drifted in, smelling of smoke. Monsieur
Calou began talking very fast, without looking at us, and still keep-
ing his hand upon the latch.

"What has diat got to do with you? It is a matter of no import-
ance, Michele, because he cares about no one in the world except
you. You were his despair. What has it got to do with you?" he
repeated, "if another woman took the chance that came her way
simply because you were not on the spot? Have some pity on me
and don't ask questions... * You'll hear all you want to know from
the people round. You won't even have to ask them. It is not for a
poor priest to speak of such things. You are a couple of children.
All I am permitted to say, Michele, is that if Jean is to be saved,
it will be through you. No matter what happens, he will never
forsake you. He has not in any real sense betrayed you.... He was
to me as the son of my old age, but I made no attempt to force his
confidence. The office of fatherhood, which I had myself assumed,